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ever, but a dark and irresistible destiny doomed us to part,
and I was left to my uninspired loneliness.

Returning home from my last visit to the dell I met my
tutor. He came upon me suddenly, otherwise I would have
avoided him, as at this moment I would have avoided any-
thing else human. My swollen cheeks, my eyes dim with
weeping, my wild and broken walk, attracted even his
attention. He inquired what ailed me. His appearance,
so different from the radiant being from whom I had lately
parted, his voice so strange after the music which yet lin-
gered in my ear, his salutation so varying in style from the
one that ever welcomed me, and ever and alone was wel-
come, the horrible contrast that my situation formed with
the condition I had that instant quitted, all this overcame
me. I expressed my horror by my extended arms a,nd my
averted head, I shuddered and swooned.

CHAPTER VII.

ALTHOUGH I have delineated with some detail the feelings
of my first boyhood, I have been indebted for this record to
the power of a faithful and analytic memory, and not to an
early indulgence in the habits of introspection. For indeed,
in these young years, I never thought about myself, or if
some extraordinary circumstance impelled me to idiosyn-
cratic contemplation, the result was not cheering. For I
well remember that when, on the completion of my eleventh
year, being about to repair to a College, where I was to
pass some years preparatory to the University, I meditated
on this great and coming change, I was impressed with a
keen conviction of inferiority. It had sometimes, indeed,
crossed my mind that I was of a different order from those
around me, but never that the difference was in my favour j
and, brooding over the mortifying contrast, which my